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A moſt ſwect Song of an Engliſh Merchant born in Chicheſter. 


To an Excellent new Tune. 
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A Kich Marchant⸗man \ When he was mounted up, Unto the Widdow po, 


'\ that was both grave and wiſe 
Did kill a man at Embden Town, 


th:ough quarrels that did riſe, 
Though quarrels that did riſe, 
the German being dead; 


upon the Scaffold high, and to the babes ther!fo:e, 
All women ſaid great pitty it was, J give a hundzed pounda piece, 


ſo ſwet a man ſhould dye: their comfo:ts to reſhze : 
The Merchants of the Town, Dellring at their handy, 
from death to ſet him free, no one requeſt but this, 


And foz that fact t e Werchant-man, Did p2offer there a thouſand pound, They will ſpeak well > Engliſimen 


was judg d to loſe his head. 
A ſweet thing love, | 
it rules both heart and mind, * 


' Thereis no comfort in this world, 


to women that are kind, 


{ Scaffold builded was, 
within ths Market place, 
And all the people far and ner 
did thither flock apace : 
Did thither flock apace, 
this doleful ght to ſee, 
Who all in Uclvet black as jet, 
unto the place came he: 
A ſweet, &c. 
Bare⸗ headed was he bzought, 
his hands were bound befoze, 


A Cambzick Ruff about his neck, 


as white as milk he woe, 
His Stockings were of filk, 
as fine as fine might be, 
Ok perſon and of countenance, 
a pꝛoper man was he; 
A ſweet thing, & c. 


but pet all would not be : though A have done aniſle : 
A ſweet thing, &c. A ſweet thing, &c. 
The Pꝛiſoner hereupon This was no ſoner dere. 


began to ſpeak his mind: but that to ſtint the betfe, 
(Quoth he) J have deſerved death Four godly Maids did offer him, 
in conſcience J do find: fo: lovs to ſave his lit : 
Pet ſoze againft my will, This is our law (quoth bey) 
this man J kill'd (quothhe) we may pour death r;move, 
As Chꝛiſt doth know, which of my S you in lieu of dur gad will, 
muſt only Saviour be. {(foul, will grant to us pour ve : 
A ſweet thing, & c. A ſweet thing, & c. 


With heart J do repent, Bꝛave Engliſh-man (quath one) 
this moſt unhappy deed. *tis J will beg thy life; 

And foz his wife and Childꝛen ſmall, Nay, quoth the ſecond it is J. 
my very heart doth bleed : fo I map be thy wife: 


The ded is done and paſt, *Tis I the third did ſay , 

mp hope of life is vain, | nap, quoth the fourth, tis J, 
And pet the loſs of this my life, So each one after other (aid, 

to them is little gain. - till waiting his reply; 
A ſweet thing, & c. A ſweet thing is love, &c. 
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my very heart doth bleed : fo I map be thy wife: 
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The Sc cond Part, To the ſame Tune. 


Air Maidens every one, 
J muſt confefſe and ſay, | 
That each of you well wozthy is, 
to be a Lady gay: 
And J unwo:thy far, | 
the worſt of pou tohave, ; 
though pou have pꝛefſered willingly, 
my loathed life to ſave : 
A ſweet thing is love, 
it rules both heart and mind, 
There is no comfort in this world, 
ro women that are kind. 


Then take a thouſand thanks, 
ofme a dying men, | 
But ſpeak no, moze of love no; life, 
fo: why mp lite is gone: 
To Ch:ift mp ſoul J give, 
mp bodp unto death : 
Fo2 none of pou my heart can have, 
- th J muft loſe my b2eath : 
A ſweet thing, &c. 


Fair Malds lament no moze, 
» pout Country Law is ſuch, 
It takes bet hold upon mp life, 
my gods it cannot touch : 
Within one Cheft J have, 
in gold a thouſand pound, 
A give it equal to you all, 
fo2 love that J have found: 
A ſweet thing, &c. 


And now dear friends farewel, 
ſwest England now adieu, 
And Chicheſter where J was bozn, 
where firſt this b:eath J dzew : 
And new thou man of death, 
unto thy Weapon ſtand , 
Oh nap, another Damſel ſaid ; 
(wet Qead(-man hold thy hand. 
A ſweet thing, &c, 


Now hear a Maidens plain, 
b:ave Engliſh-man (quoth ſhe) 
And grant me love fo2 love again, 
that craves but lobe of the: 
IJ woe and ſue foꝛ love, 
that have been wo'd e'r this: 
Then grant me love, &« therewithal, 
hc pꝛoffered him a kiſs, 
A ſweet thing, &c. 


& J'le dye within thy arms, 
ik thou wilt dye (quoth he) | 
F Pet live oz dye ſweet Engliſh-man, 
i'le live and dye with thee : 
F But can it be (quoth he) 
that thou doſt love me ſo: 
& *Tis not by long acquaintance fir; 


P 4 whereby true love doth grow: 


ſweet thing, &c, 


S | 
= Then beg my life (quoth he) 
and J will be thy own: 
at I Gould ſ&k the wozld foz lobe, 
moꝛe love cannot be ſhown : 
& Tix people at that word, 
did give a joyful crp, 
And laid great pitty it had ben, 
* ſo ſweet a man ſhould dye; 
A ſweet thing, &c. 


8 J go my love ſhe ſais: 
J run, J flpe fo2 thes, 
P And gentle headl⸗man ſpare a while 
NS my Lovers head fo: me: 
Unto the Duke He went, 
# who did her griefremove, 
& And with an hundzed Maidens moze 
T 5 Us * to rd her love ; | 
| weet thing, &c, 


* With muſick ſounding ſweet; 
the fo:emoſt of that train, 
& The gallant Maiden like a Bride; 
* did fetch him back again; 
' Pea, hand in hand they went 
unto the Church that day, 
PF And they were Married pz;eſently, 
in ſumptuons rich array: 
A fweer thing, &c, 


E To England came he then; 

þ with this his lady Bzide, 

Þ A fairer woman never lay 

-» by any Merchants ide: 
Þ Where J muſt leave them now 
g But of their names cd 


A muft not hererecite. * 
® A ſweet thing is love, 


4 it rules both heart and mind, &c, 
FINIS. 5 
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